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FORTHCOMING PANTOMIMES. 
[From any local Paper.] 

Tueatre Royat.— This year’s 
pantomime will be Cinderella, and 
will be the most elaborate produc- 
tion as yet attempted at this 
theatre. The management, regard- 
less of expense, has secured a re- 
markable array of performers. The 
most popular songs of the panto- 
mime will undoubtedly be ‘* On the 


which recalls the —————-————- 
tuneful song 
“By the Side 
of the Zuyder 
Zee;’’ and ‘* My 
Basutoland 
Princess,” a 
charming _love- | 
song. The comic 
air-ship interlude | 
may confidently | 
be reckoned on 
to create roars of 
laughter; while 
the Pageant 
Ballet (dressed 
in the actual cos- 
tumes of the 
Muddleton 
Pageant) will 
undoubtedly 
prove popular. 
Mr. BropeGrin, 
the principal 
comedian, is in- 
troducing a 
funny “‘ diabolo ”’ 
scene; and other 
novelties will in- 
clude a burlesque 
of the Druce 
Case, and a 
comic scena en- 
titled, ** Votes 
for Women.’’ 


GRAND THEATRE. 
—Plenty of fun 
is the motto of 
the Grand 
Theatre with re- 
gard to its forth- — 








worn in the Puddleton Pageant. The| Hood will be the most elaborate 


management at an enormous outlay 
has secured a formidable list of 
artistes, and the pantomime will un- 
doubtedly be the most elaborate ever 
staged at the Grand. 


Tue Krine’s Tueatre.—The man- 
agement has purchased the whole of 
the wardrobe of the Fuddleton Page- 
ant, and the costumes will be worn 
in a grand 


| 


‘* Historical Ballet ’’—a\ Basutoland Princess.’’ 
Banks of the River Spree,’’ a ditty'striking novelty. Other novelties in-' prising manager 


pantomime the Gaiety Theatre has 
ever staged. The chief fun-maker, 
Mr. WeErzes, is introducing a take-off 
of “‘ diabolo.’’ An air-ship interlude 
promises to be funny, as does the 
skit on Woman’s Suffrage, while the 
topical burlesque on the Druce Trial 
should cause much mirth. The 
tuneful songs include ‘‘ On the Banks 
of the River Spree,’’ and “ My 
The enter- 
has secured the 
whole of the 








GoLr, LIKE BILLIARDS, HAS BECOME TOO EASY; AND, FOLLOWING THE INVENTION OF THE OVAL 
TABLE, THE ABOVE SOHEME HAS BEEN DESIGNED FOR THE USE OF ADVANOED GOLFERS. 


dresses used in 
the Cuddleton 
Pageant, and 
these will appear 
in the grand 
** England’s His- 
tory "’ ballet. 


“One man would 
apply his newly ffc- 
quired wealth in one 
way, another would 
have other uses for 
it.”"—Daily Express. 

There was a 
time when The 
Express used 
simply to state 
homely and ob- 
vious truths, as 
that Tariff Re- 
form meant No 
Income-Tax, Old 
Age Pensions, 
and Work for 
All; but now the 
leader writer has 
become reckless, 
and he says ab- 
solutely anything 
that comes into 


his head. 


“ Hackenschmidt has 
had many challengers, 
and among them the 
two famous wrestlers, 
Zbysco and Padon- 
bury. Zybsco and 
Padoubny arranged to 
meet in order that the 
question of superi- 








coming pantomime of Aladdin. We 
sre promised a burlesque of the 
Druce Case, a humorous _inter- 
lude called ‘‘The Suffragettes,’’ 
and a “‘diabolo’’ scene, introduced 
by Mr. Horsconar, the principal 
comedian. ‘“‘ My Basutoland Prin- 
cess’’ may confidently be ex- 
pected to be one of the most popu- 
lar songs of the performance, though 
it will be run closely by ‘‘ On the 
Banks of the River Spree.’’ A 
novelty is forthcoming in the ‘‘ Grand 
Historical Ballet,’’ all the dancers 
being attired in the costumes actually 





clude a skit on “‘ diabolo,’’ introduced 
by Mr. Gaaes, the leading comedian ; 
a humorous air-ship interlude, and a 
scena ‘‘ Voters for Women!’’ The 
favourite songs will probably be ‘‘ On 
the Banks of the River Spree,’’ and 
‘*My Basutoland Princess.’’ The 
genial manager has, without consi- 
dering expense, secured a notable 
array of performers, and the panto- 
mime of Crusoe will undoubtedly be 
the most gorgeous ever seen at the 
King’s Theatre. 


Garety THEATRE.— Red Riding- 





ority should be settled 

first... . The Galician, weighing 18st. 2ib., and 

Fudenby, just a stone more, took the mat amidst 
eeri 


ng. 
werk: Zbyeco beat Padouby.”-—Liverpool Echo. 
We like the way in which Zbysco 
(or Zybsco) gradually wore his op- 
ponent down. If he had only gone 
on & few lines longer he might have 
got him down to Padoby. 


The Barbarity of Games. 

We respectfully call the attention 
of The Daily News Boxing Expert to 
the following from the index of The 
Hastings Observer :— 

“Pace 3.— Battle News—Chess.” 
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THE RETORT CONTUMELIOUS. 


[An entire column of The Daily Chronicle of December 12 was 
devoted to an attack by Mr. Hatt Carmve on Mr. Harotd Brosig in 
answer to aspersions cast by the latter on the character of the heroine 
of The ( hristian. The finale rans as follows : — 

“It is like madness. Except in the world of the little critics, of the 
bitter-hearted blatherskites, of the mean-souled nincompoops, who are 
always struggling to establish their own superiority by belittling the 
intelligence of the public, you can find nothing like it on earth outside 
the piecincts of Cohan Hatch.” 

Hat, when I viewed your bellicose Philippic 
It was another dear illusion cracked 
To find that one I took to be a typic 

Model of what is meant by Christian tact 

Should, like a heathen hooligan, apparelled 
In flashy fustian, hobnailed toe and heel, 
Rudely impinge upon the harmless Haroip 

With such un-Christian zeal. 


What had he done? Oh, just the old, old story 
Of *‘ none so blind as those who will not see.’ 

He had the hardihood to say your Glory 
Was not exactly all that she should be. 

Packed houses nightly gave the girl unstinting 
Certificates of virtue past all price; 

But Harotp took the lonely line of hinting 
That she was not quite nice. 


So, lest her fame should wither undefended 
With none to tell the caitiff that he lied, 

You shouted *‘ Haut for Glory! ’’ and descended 
Flamboyantly on Haroup’s wretched hide. 

And, having spoilt his face and kicked and mauled him 
Out of all knowledge, with a fiendish whoo 

You pranced upon his lifeless pulp, and calle 
A mean-souled nincompoop. 


him 


Not for your own sake—how could Haroxp hurt you ?— 
A nobler vengeance armed your manly breast; 
It was because he vilely sniffed at virtue 
When it had passed the public’s final test. 
There lay his fault: he wanted, like the Hittites 
(His grosser vision taking white for black) 
To check the Chosen People (that 's the Pitites) 
And put ‘em off the track. 


And yet—I don’t imply the least collusion— 
We know that Haroip well deserves to win 
Your thanks, in lieu of thumps, for this intrusion 
By which you're safe to haul the shekels in; 
Has he not been for you a man and brother, 
Adding to Glory’s cheek a spicier bloom, 
Giving you—quick to seize it—yet another 
Chance for a monster boom. O. 8. 





Glimpses of Great Lives. 
“Tuomas Bexer.” 

From a schoolboy’s examination paper :— 

“Thomas Beket used to invite r monks and priests to dinner 
and, while they were eating, would read dry books to them. Thomas 
Beket and Wosley were great friends. Indeed, you scarcely ever saw 
one without the other.” 





To refer again to the Druce case for a moment (we 
are touching wood as we write, in case it is still sub 
judice), it is alleged that the alleged Duke did not con- 
fine his alleged disguises to spare pairs of alleged 
whiskers. According to the Times report of one wit- 
ness, ‘‘ he had a spare face.’’ The witness went on to 
say that ‘‘ his face was very pale . . . Sometimes he 
had a red face;’’ all of which must have been very 
confusing. 





SIBYLLINE SQUIRRELS. 


Mr. Punch is glad to see that the letter to the Editor 
of The Daily Mail from a Totnes correspondent, which 
appeared on Tuesday the 10th, under the significant 
heading of ‘‘Squirrels’ Seasonable Warning,’’ is receiving 
the attention that the serious nature of its intelligence 
undoubtedly demands from the Public. 

That letter, it will be remembered, was as follows :— 

‘* Sin,—lIn this part of Devonshire squirrels have been 
laying up no nuts or acorns. Last autumn there was an 
abundance of nuts and sweet chestnuts in the wood; 
this year I have noticed and heard tell of neither.’’ 

Obviously squirrels would not act in this improvident 
manner without some good reason. They must, as the 
heading suggests, be trying to warn us of impending 
evil. And we shall be wise if we act upon that warning 
—as soon as we understand quite clearly what it is. The 
worst of it is that opinions seem to differ so widely as to 
the precise meaning of the portent. Here are only a 
few of the interpretations that were unfortunately 
crowded out of some of our leading papers : — 


(1) Note of the Day, ‘‘ The Westminster Gazette.” 


** We observe from a letter published in yesterday's 
Daily Mail that the squirrels in the vicinity of Totnes are 
not making their customary provision for the coming 
winter this autumn. This scarcely looks as if the hard 
times so confidently looked forward to by Mr. Bonar 
Law and Fiscal Reformers in general were giving any 
sign of approaching at present. It is a little unfortu- 
nate for the Protectionists that the autumn of 1906—the 
year when the nation declared itself so strongly for Free 
Trade—should have been attended by an exceptional 
abundance of sweet chestnuts. For ourselves we 
attach no great importance to such indications, but 
when our opponents take to prophesying, it is just as 
well to confront them with plain facts.” 


(2) Occasional Note, ‘* The Pall Mall Gazette.’’ 


‘* We wonder what our hidebound Cobdenists think of 
the striking letter in The Daily Mail of yesterday. It 
seems that our home-grown British oaks and chestnuts 
—not only in Devonshire, but, as we have only too good 
reasons for believing, in many other counties—have been 
compelled to suspend production this autumn. This 
was only to be expected after the crushing competition 
they have been subjected to for years by free imports of 
nuts from Barcelona and Brazil, not to mention their 
rivals from pape Spain, and America, who have been 
permitted to settle on our soil. And now it seems we 
must resign ourselves to the decay of one more national 
industry. However, we are not so sanguine as to sup- 
pose for a moment that such a warning will have any 
permanent effect on the pig-headed fanatics who still 
cling to the fetish of Free Trade. We know them too 
well for that! *! 


(3) Letter to the Editor of *‘ The Spectator.”” 


** Sir,—The true significance of the fact that squirrels 
in Devonshire and chenbane have given up laying in 
stores of either nuts or acorns seems to have been gene- 
rally overlooked. I regard it myself as extremely 
serious. The squirrel, as I can testify from my own 
observation, has long been carnivorous to some extent. 
He seems now to have abandoned vegetarianism alto- 
gether, and I fear we may look for depredations shortly 
among our cattle, such as were committed by the New 
Zealand parrot, or kea, when it first acquired a taste for 
sheep’s kidneys. I should advise large graziers to take 
precautions, as even a single squirrel might work inca]- 
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‘““A VERRAY PARFIT NOBEL KNIGHT.” 


[The Swedish trustees of the Nosgt bequest have this year awarded the International prize for Literature to Mr. Rupragp Kirtixo } 
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Excited Porter. “Hi! Srop taat poa! Ir’s a parcet!!” 








culable havoc in a solitary night among a herd of valu- 
able cattle. I have myself seen one devour a half- 
fledged thrush and several eggs with evident enjoyment. 
I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, 
A Lover or Nature. 


(4) Article by Mr. Eustace Mixes for {2 The Daily 
Chronicle.’ 4 


“It seems singular that squirrels should be abandon- 
ing the simple life just at the moment when mankind 
has begun to adopt it. Possibly, in course of time their 
digestive apparatus has become so modified as to be no 
longer capable of assimilating nuts in an uncooked form 
without discomfort. I have met many vegetarians who 
complain that, after consuming a pound of raw Brazil 
nuts, they have felt all the symptoms of severe dys- 
pepsia. In such cases I always recommend that the 
nuts should be ground and served up in the form of 
cutlets or rissoles, with some appetising sauce. Pre- 
pared in this manner, the most fastidious will find them 


ee apart from their value as a brain and nerve 
ood. 


(5) Interview with Father Bernarp Vavuonan for 
i! The Sunday Times.’ 


‘* Yes,’? said Father VauacHan sadly, ‘‘ to me it is 
only one more instance of the insidious effect produced 





by members of the Smart Set upon all with whom they 
come in contact. Even our little brothers of the bright 
eyes and bushy tail have not escaped the corrupting in- 
fluence! They no longer delight in the simple food which 
once contented them! I have only too good reason for 
believing that it is a common practice among fashion- 
able women, when in the country on those pernicious 
week-end visits, which cannot be too severely reprobated 
—I say, it is a common practice with them to take a 
Sunday afternoon walk in the woods between their 
‘Bridge’ rubbers, for the purpose of feeding the 
squirrels with marrons glacés! 1 intend to preach on 
this subject on an early occasion, so you will excuse-me 
if I say no more at present.’’ 

Well, it is all very puzzling, and even now Mr. Punch 
cannot make up his mind about it. It was thoughtful 
of the squirrels to give us this ‘, seasonable warning.”’ 
But they might have made it a little clearer while 
they were about it. F. A. 





A game called Bridge has just reached Scotland. Our 
authority for this statement is the Bridge of Allan 
Gazette. Further details will be awaited with interest. 

“A striking instance of luck, skill, or fate was witnessed at a 
game of bridge one evening this week at Bridge of Allan, when every 
trick was secured, and what is technically known as great slam,’ 
was the result. This may never occur in a lifetime again.” 
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CHEAP BOOKS. 


Firep by the recent remarks at The 
Tribune Rendezvous, and stimulated 
further by Mr. Punch’s verses last 
week, a number of leading authors 
met recently at the Royalty Arms 





at Great Bookham, to discuss Mr. 
Ricnarp Wuirterna’s suggestion that 
all books should be published ata penny. 

The chair was taken by Mr. Lana, 
and seats on the platform were 
occupied by a number of distin-| 


guished authors, - including —-———— 


Madame Trrrazzini, Mr. 
t1cHaRD Wuiterna, Sir | 
Antoun Conan Dovytr, | 
Mr. H. G. Wettus, Mr. | 
Aurrep Austin, the Hon. 
Water Rotuscnuiip, Mr. 
A. E. W. Mason, M.P., | 
Mr. ANDREW CARNEGIE, | 
Mr. Moserty Betz, Mr. 
Hooper, Mr. Sipney LEE, | 
Mr. G. Bernarp SnHaw, 
Mr. Artnur C. Benson, 
Lord Esuer, and Mr. C. 
K. Sorter (the last- 
named having run over 
from Sahara for the oc- 
casion, and arranged to 
return to the desert the | 
same evening). 
The CuHairman in his 
opening remarks said that 
the proposal was not so 
novel as it sounded. Sixty 
years ago a certain Mr. 
Horne published an epic 
poem entitled Orion, at 
a farthing. (Cries of 
‘‘Shame!’’ and ‘‘ He ought 
to have been belted!’’) The 
experiment was not suc- 
cessful. (Cheers.) Speaking 
for himself, the CHatr- 
MAN added, he would not 
obtrude his own views on 
the meeting, but would 
merely observe that were 
he offered a_ six-shilling | 
book for a penny he should 
be divided in his feelings \——— 


Mr. H. G. Wetts said that he 
could support Mr. Wurreine only in 
part. He would make modern books 
a penny, but he would so put up the 
price of the classics that they could 
not be bought by anyone. 

Mr. Water Rotuscaitp said that 
as the author of a book priced at 
500s. he might be excused for regard- 
ing Mr. Watrermne’s proposal as 
somewhat drastic. The suggested 
reduction was too sweeping. 

Mr. Sronry Lee admitted that it 





than a penny; whereas others were 
beyond value. (Cries of ‘‘ Name! ’’) 
The speaker declined to name any. 
But if Volume -51—Scorrin to 
SHEARES—were consulted possibly the 
meeting might guess at his meaning. 
(Laughter and applause.) 

Mr. A. E. W. Mason, M.P., said 
that he viewed with alarm the pro- 
posal to charge only a penny for The 
Four Feathers. It worked out rt 
only a farthing a feather, which was 
altogether absurd. 








SHAKSPEARE IN THE RESTAURANT. 


“TF MUSIO BE THE FOOD OF LOVE, PLAY ON; 
GIVE ME EXCESS OF IT, THAT, SURFEITING, 
THE APPETITE MAY SICKEN AND SO DIE.” 


Madame Terrazzini, 
whose rising was the signal 
for a renewed outbreak of 
applause, addressed the 
assembly in fluent Tuscan, 
which was translated by 
Mr. Maurice Hew err. 
She cordially supported 
Mr. Wuirterne’s proposal 
on the ground that the less 
money was spent on books 
the more would be avail- 
able for the purchase of 
stalls at the opera. Thus 
every subscriber to the 
Encyclopedia Britannica 
would be in a position to 
go at least ten times to 
hear Traviata, Lucia, or 
Rigoletto, if the price were 
reduced to the sum sug- 
gested. 

Mr. Atrrep AvsTIN said 
he had long contemplated 
the issue of his works at a 
figure which would bring 
them within the reach of 
the toiling millions. If by 
the agency of the Referen- 
dum it could be con- 
clusively shown that his 
readers would welcome this 
reduction, he would gladly 
acquiesce in it. 

Mr. Bernarp Saw cor- 
dially applauded the 
Laureate’s generous re- 
| solve. On the whole he 
| thought that the needs of 
the situation would be 











between the satisfaction of saving 
himself five and eleven-pence, and 
sorrow at the small profits that| 
would be accruing to the author. | 
(Tears.) Before proceeding further 
he would ask Madame Terrazzini to) 
sing ‘‘The Heart Bowed Down.’’ 
The prima donna having rendered the 
ballad to the complete satisfaction of | 
everyone but Mr. Suorter, who com- 
plained that her voice was far inferior | 
to that of Tactiiont, the meeting 
settled down to business. 

Mr. Wuiterna having again out- 
lined his modest proposal to reduce 
the price of all books to a penny, the 
discussion began. 


was true that a penny re-issue of the 
Dictionary of National Biography had 
been suggested, but so far the pub- 
lisher had not accepted it with any 
warmth. For his own part he 
thought that you might as well give 
a book away as ask a penny for it. 
(Sensation.) Perhaps, however, Mr. 
Lee continued, a compromise might be 
effected by which the separate Lives 
in the Dictionary should be issued at 
from a penny to three-pence, accord- 
ing to the eminence of the individual. 
In matters of this sort the personal 
equation should always be carefully 
studied. He could name a few Lives 
which certainly were not worth more 





adequately met if Mr. Austin would 
let the public buy his collected works 
for, say, twopence half-penny. 

Mr. A. C. Benson said he believed 
that the cheapening of good books 
must conduce to the greatest happi- 
ness of the greatest number. After 
all, the greatest literary happiness did 
not consist so much in buying as in 
writing books, and if the price were 
reduced to a penny an industrious 
author ought to be able to turn out at 
least one a week. It was far better 
to be penny wise than pound foolish, 
and, if he might remind them of 
another proverb, ‘“‘No penny, no 
Paternoster ’’ had clearly a prophetic 
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bearing on the future development of 
the publishing trade. 

Sir Antoun Conan DoyLe, wearing 
a handsome Turkish bath - towel, 
which had been conferred on him by 
the Suutran, said that he entirely 
objected to the cheapening of books. 
A good book ought not to cost less 
than a ride in the Tube. (Cheers.) 
It ought to cost more. (Renewed 
cheers.) ‘‘ Another penny and up 
goes the donkey!’’ was no motto 
for him (the speaker), and so long 
as he could get six shillings for a 
novel and three-and-six for a book 
of sparkling literary essays he meant 
to do so. (A sob.) 

Mr. Moperty Bett and Mr. 
Hooper, rising together and speak- 
ing in perfect unison, said that un- 
doubtedly books were too dear. But 
it was a question whether a penny 
was not too low a figure for publisher, 
printer, binder, paper-maker, book- 
seller, and librarian to make a just 
profit. (A voice: ‘* And author? ’’) 
Yes, and author. (Cheers.) As it 
was, some books which should be 
nameless were scandalously costly. 
(At this point Mr. A. C. Benson 
began to take off his coat.) It was 
te hit upon the happy mean that they 
had employed the pen of a gentleman 
who bore the auspicious name of 
MonypPENnNy. (Enormous __ excite- 
ment.) Their motto as publishers 
was ‘*‘ Not Penny but Monypenny.’”’ 

Further speeches would doubtless 
have been made and valuable results 
obtained had not Mr. A. C. Benson 
at this point broken away from the 
restraining hand of Lord Esuer. In 
the panic that ensued the meeting 
disappeared. 





DEPORTMENT FOR MUSIC 
LOVERS. 


Tue scheme, which has long been 
under consideration, for teaching 
manners to concert audiences, is 
now complete, and the school will 
open very shortly. The original idea 
was not to begin until 1909, but the 
recent exhibition of homage at the 
sword’s point and admiration with 
knuckle - dusters, as it has been 
called, on the occasion of one of 
Madame Terrazzini’s concerts has 
brought things to a head. We quote 
from The Chronicle’s report :— 

“As the prima donna was passing through 
the crowd to enter the four-wheeler, men tried 
to shake hands with her, and women endeav- 
oured to kiss her. In the scrimmage her dress 


was damaged and she herself became somewhat 
nervous, exclaiming in Italian, ‘Please let me 
pass.’ Eventually some gentlemen, realising 
that something serious might happen if she 
were not protected, surroun 


her and helped 
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Passenger. “ ARE YOU GOIN’ TO HANG ABOUT HERE ALL DAY, oR wHaT?” 
Bussy. “If YER DON’T LIKE IT, YER OAN GIT OFF AN’ WALK.” 


Passenger. 


“On, TuaT’s ALL nicut. I'm Nor IN SUCH A HURRY AS ALL THAT!” 








her into the cab.” 





It is to endeavour to suppress 
such scenes as this that the School 
of Deportment for Music Lovers 
comes into existence. The directors 
feel that whatever may be the emo- 
tions of the singers or pianists during 
such exhibitions, it is better for the 
audience that they should not occur. 
By catching little girls very young 
it may be possible to bring them up 
to realise that an English lady can 
indicate that she has been profoundly 
interested in and moved by music 
without afterwards kissing the boots 
or tearing out the locks of the foreign 
instrumentalist who has been making 
it; while boys, it is conjectured, 
may learn that their first duty as 
men is not to molest a prima donna 
with their embraces, but to protect 
her as they would any lady of their 
acquaintance without a voice. 

Although the best results are to 
be looked for from the young, adult 
pupils are also invited. For these 
there will be a series of lectures on 
the art of keeping one’s seat at the 
end of recitals; suppressing the ten- 


dency to rush to the doors ; averting 
the eyes from singers’ and pianists’ 
carriages, etc.; and something also 
will be said as to the unfairness of 
repeated encores at the end of 
fatiguing afternoons. 

It may be added that no kind of 
improvement in the manners of music 
lovers is really expected. 





The Journalistic Touch. 
“The player must learn to keep 
his temper on the field of play, or 





else the inevitable will certainly 
kappen.’’—Cricket and Football 
Field. 

Mr. Punch’s Motor Expert quotes 


the following as an example of com- 
mercial candour: 
“ U——’s Bert Pouiier Grips 

run like silk, with no back pressure upon your 
engine, and you can simply caih up hills.” 

But his Medical Adviser dismisses it 
contemptuously as only another of 
those quack advertisements. Mr. 
Punch leaves it to his readers to 





decide. 
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THE COMMENTATORS. 
I.—THE FACTS, 


M.C.C. v. New Soutn Victoria. 
New Sours Victoria. 


V. Trumper, |.b.w. b. Barnes ............-+ 5 
P. McAlister, ec. Fane b. Fielder ............ 189 
O. Hill, c. Braund b. Rhodes.................. 114 
mp RI I a 48 

EEL «suncccgucuamsnaeeioonan 17 


Total (for 3 wickets) 373 

Barnes and Fieiper started the 
bowling. Trumzer was leg-before to 
Barnes at 7, but did not seem satis- 
fied with the decision...a long 
stand ... fielding very keen.... 
At 48 the first change in the bowling 
was made, BiytTHe going on for 
Fietper ... Braunp . .. RHODES 
. « CRawrormp ... BARNES .. . 
Frevper ... Braunp . . . RHopEs. 
Hopes had an over, but the separa- 
tion came from the other end, Hitt 
being caught for a magnificent 
innings of 114... three chances 
. . ovation. . . another long stand 
Barnes ... Braunp ... RaHopes 
. Birytne ... Frevper. . . well 
caught at mid-on for a magnificent 
innings of 189 . . . two chances... 
ovation. . . stumps drawn.—Reuter. 


Il.—_THE COMMENTS. 
A.—Tne Expansive Sty.e. 

[After “ Wanderer" of “ The Sportsman.”} 

Once more it looks as though the 
Englishmen had an uphill struggle 
before them, but ‘‘ Captain ’’ Jones 
and his men have so often pulled 
a match literally out of the fire that 
it would be well if those people who 
are proverbially said to rush in where 
the winged element hesitates to tread 
were to for once defer their prognos- 
tications of defeat. For myself, I 
have always maintained that the 
despised ‘second eleyen of Eng- 
land’’ is quite capable of holding 
its own with any side the Cornstalks 
are able at the present time to put 
into the field. 

On this occasion England made 
an auspicious start, and great must 
have been the rejoicings among the 
team when the incomparable Victor 
TruMPER almost immediately stepped 
in front of a straight one from 
Barnes and paid the penalty. Ac- 
cording to the cabled account, which 
is all that is available for the 
moment, he appears to have been 
dissatisfied with the decision; but 
after all this is all in the luck of 
the game, and Trumper is too good 
a sportsman to complain if his star 
for once was not in the ascendant. 
Unfortunately this early success was 
not followed up, and a long stand 
between McA.ister and Hutu effect- 





ually dispelled any ideas the English- 
men may have had of dismissing 
their opponents before lunch. CLE- 
ment Hitt, the famous left-hander, 
of course is familiar to us all, but 
McAuister has never yet played 
before an English crowd. To judge 
by his performance in this match, 
he is in the first flight of batsmen, 
and able to hold his own with any 
that the daughter country has turned 
out. He was eventually dismissed 
by a good catch by Fane, the Essex 
amateur holding a hard hit to mid- 
on. Previous to this, however, Hi. 
had been neatly taken in the ~- 
by Bravunp off the left-handed York- 
shireman Ruopes, and another long 
stand had ensued between McALISTER 
and “‘ Captain’’ Nosie. ‘‘ Captain ’’ 
Jones seems to have been in a pretty 
tangle with his bowling, for we read 
that Hosss (whose colleague Hayes, 
by the way, is to have a benefit next 
year) was given an unproductive over 
. « « (etc., etc., until it is time for 
last year’s averages of the Cross 
Arrows C.C. to come in), 


B.—Tue Reminiscent. 
[After Mr. P. F. Warner.] 


Mr. McAttster, whose fine innings 
of 189 has had so much to do with 
the present strong position of New 
South Victoria, is one of the most 
brilliant players in Australia at the 
present moment. In fact we are in- 
clined to place him with that select 

uartette Mr. Trumper, Mr. Hut, 

{r. Nopte and Mr. Armstronc. He 

has not yet appeared in this country, 
but played two fine innings of 48 and 
81 on the Sidbourne ground against 
the 1903 M.C.C. team. On that occa- 
sion he was the only one to make any- 
thing of Mr. Bosaynquer’s “‘ goo- 
glies,’’ although he was eventually 
caught off him in the country by Mr. 
Foster, the umpire at the bowler’s 
end being Mr. Puts. In the 
second innings he was again caught 
by Mr. Foster, and, curiously 
enough, off Mr. Bosanquet once 
more. In the whole match Mr. 
Bosanquet took twelve wickets for 
109, and Mr. Foster made three 
catches. As these two players be- 
tween them made more than half the 
runs, it will be seen that they contri- 
buted largely to our great victory by 
an innings and 383 runs. It seems 
unlikely that that decisive victory 
will be repeated on this occasion. 

We notice that Mr. Hitt was 
missed three times. This is not alto- 
ene the fieldsmen’s fault, for the 
ight on the Sidbourne ground is 
notoriously difficult, and we well re- 
member how we missed Mr. TrumPER 





there in 1903 from a stroke which we 
never saw until it struck us on the 
shin. (He afterwards made 167.) 
Now at Melbane it is different, for 
although the trees. .. . (ete., etc., 
from ‘‘How we recovered the Ashes’’). 


C.—Tue DepvctTIive. 
[After Mr. E. H. D. Sewell.] 


Victor TrumPer’s dismissal for the 
small score of 5 was a stroke of luck 
for the Englishmen. I don’t mean 
that it was not the result of good 
bowling, but that Trumper would not 
be likely to be caught napping a 
second time. Barves is inclined to 
swing from leg a bit, and no doubt 
Trumper shaped to place the ball 
between mid-on and short leg for 3. 
Result—a mistime, and the umpire’s 
uplifted finger. Probably TrumPER 
had not quite got the pace of the 
wicket ; and though it is a fatal stroke 
for us lesser batsmen at the com- 
mencement of our innings yet ordi- 
nary rules cannot be held to apply 
to him, and no doubt he felt justified 
in attempting the stroke. Luck for 
England, and luck also that the um- 
pire took the same view of the situa- 
tion as Barnes and Humpnrigs. 

The stand that followed must have 
caused Jones (who, by the way, was 
at my old school, Bedford, whence 
comes H. H. Vassauu, the great 
Rugger blue) a good deal of thinking 
before he got Ruopes to send down a 
slightly faster ball with plenty of 
going-away spin on it, which Hiti 
edged into the hands of Braunp. A 
good wicket well thought out. Un- 
fortunately there was another long 
stand, and all the bowlers on the side 
had to have a go before McAuistTEeR 
was caught by Fane at mid-on. The 
report says ‘‘ well caught,’’.so we 
may presume that it was from a 
straight drive, since the ordinary 
skyer presents no great difficulties to 
an Essex man. Probably Fieiper 
pitched one a bit further up than 
usual (trying for that yorker per- 
haps), and McALtsTErR, misjudging 
the pace, only half got hold of it. I 
have seen Fane take many hot drives 
in this position. 

Hosss’s analysis is worth putting 
out in full :— 

oO. M. R, v. 
1 1 0 0 

He was obviously sending ‘em 
down that nasty length on the off, 
when you either have to feel for 
them or leave ‘em alone altogether, 4 
and no doubt McAtisrer felt that he 4 
was not justified in taking unneces- 
sary risks. . . . (etc., etc., and after 
all an expert must do something for 
his money). A. A.M. 
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I Is RATHER HARD ON THE PATIENT WHEN THE [ocTOR, HAVING PUT THE THERMOMETER IN HIS (THE PATIENT'S) MOUTH, TELLS HIM 
NOT TO OPEN IT FOR TWO MINUTES, AND THEN PROCEEDS TO RELATE A SOREAMINGLY FUNNY STORY TO THE NuRsE. 





— 





A SIXPENNY POSTAL ORDER. 


Dear Sir,—I really think it is time that drastic 
measures were taken by the Postal Authorities to com- 
pel their female assistants to mend their manners. I 
recently resolved to enter for a Limerick competition, 
but as I have decided leanings to Higher Literature and 
belong to our Noyes society I naturally wished to keep 
my determination secret. I was at once faced by the 
difficulty of getting a 6d. postal-order without giving 
myself away to the young person at our local post-office, 
who, though haughty in manner, has a tendency to 
gossip and shows an impertinent interest in my letters 
and parcels. However, after much thought during the 
night watches, I conceived a plan by, which I could get 
what 1 wanted without arousing her suspicions. Wait- 
ing till the office was empty, I entered and demanded 
a postal-order for 1s. 6d., which with her usual scorn 
she stamped and scribbled on. I then consulted my 
pocket-book. 

‘Tut, tut,’’ I said, ‘‘it should have been for 2s. 
Never mind, give me one for 6d. to make up.”’ 

She paused, then twitched a 6d. postal-order from 
the packet, stamped and scribbled on it in silence, and 
pushed it towards me, and then looked up into my 
face and smiled. It was a smile of diabolical intelli- 
gence. I ask you, Sir, can nothing be done to reform 
these deplorable post-office manners, which constitute 
a very real, 1 may say, a national grievance? 


Yours truly, A. Green, Junior. 





A GREETING. 


Here 's a grip of the hand, and a greeting free 
To all good fellows, where’er they roam 
On the further side of the stormy sea, 
And another to all who rest at home: 


To all good fellows whose hand my hand 

Held firm in the days that are spent and gone: 
The jolliest, cheeriest, brightest band 

That ever the light of the day shone on. 


They lived on the banks of the laggard Cam, 
And they took each term with a careless ease, 
Unspoilt by the fear of a near exam.— 
Great Zeus! were ever such men as these? 


So here ’s to the days of shoes and shorts, 
When our boats went up or our boats went down ; 
‘ To the chapels and halls and the grey old courts, 
And the life we lived in the hazy town. 


And now that ourselves are old and grey 
We can sigh as we think it was long ago 
That our steps were light and our life was play— 
But here ’s to the friends who made it so. 





Limerick Candour. 


Trom the entry form of a certain cigarette competition : 
‘‘ Everyone has an equal chance.”’ 
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Golfer, “ AN’ WHAT LIKE A DAY HAD YE HERE YESTERDAY, MacrHerson ?” 
Macpherson. “On, an awru’ pay! It was susT Pourin’!” 

Golfer. “ WEEL, WEEL, AN’ IN THE TOON WE JUST HAD A LOCAL SHOWER.” 
Macpherson, “ Aw werkt, I CAN ASSURE YOU IT WASNA LOCAL HERE WHATEVER!” 








THRIFT NOTES. 


order to provide himself with a house, 
allowing 25,000 bricks for each of the 


(“It is justly urged that in books on arith- four walls. 


metic and other subjects intended for use in 
schools, the examples and exercises might be 
so devised as to fulfil their primary purpose ; 
and at the same time have a secondary use 
bearing on thrift.” Daily Paper.) 


I. 


Mr. Jones is an orator who is op- 
posed to women voting. 
his meetings thirty Suffragettes ap- 
pear, each armed with ten half- 
bricks. State how many meetings 


Mr. JoNES would need to address in 


At each of} 





Il, 


One hundred Liberals, one hun- 
dred Conservatives, one hundred 
Socialists, and one hundred Suffra- 
gettes address meetings during the 
recess. Supposing that the first two 
consume 8,600 cubic feet of air; the 
third, twice as much as the total of 
the first two; and the fourth, four 
times as much as all put together, 
how much breath would be saved if 
all were silent? 


Ill. 


Fourteen Tariff Reformers assemble 
round s board, and on rising each 
leaves by his plate nineteen crumbs, 
which are carefully saved. The 
T.R.’s dine together once a week, 
and at each meal consume between 
them three small Protection loaves. 
Allowing 50,000 crumbs for a loaf, 
how long will it be before a meal 
takes place at which their bread, so 
far from costing them more, will 
cost them nothing at all? 





* THE BERRIED THORN, 


On tasteful Christmas-card design ! 
Gay emblem of forgotten care, 
Whose seasonable sprouts entwine 
St. Nicholas his hoary hair, 
And blow the robin out with pulpy 
fare. 


Bright holly! how you bring to mind 
The raven locks, the rippling 
tones 
Of one for whom I vainly pined, 
And wooed for weeks with 
smothered groans— 
Fair Cuioe (now, I fancy, Mrs. 
JONES). 


And ah! when I remember how 
I lost her through your lurid 
shoots, 
Offensively hilarious bough! 
I long to grind beneath my boots 
Those everlasting twigs and gaudy 
fruits. 


‘Twas just a year ago to-day: 
The house was full of wassail- 
chant, 
And (badly in the servants’ way) 
A sentimental-minded aunt 
Had. set in every coign some awk- 
ward plant. 


And I, resolved at last to act, 

And win or lose her on the spot, 
Escorted with consummate tact 

My princess to a twilit grot, 

And took a seat, I never dreamt 


on what. 
I meant to murmur, “ CHLOE, 
dove! ’’ 
But Fortune’s thread is O how 
thin ! 


The rosy couch enhances love, 

But who could amorous court 
begin 

When sitting down on spikes that 
hurt like sin? 


And thus I hate you, holly sprigs: 
Your festal air is all a sham, 
Reminding me, in lonely digs, 

A moody bachelor as I am, 

Of love’s true course that ended 





in a dam. 








1907. 
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Guest. “ WELL, YOU MAY GIVE ME JUST A VERY LITTLE, 
WITH COLD FEET.” 





“TO WHAT BASE USES!” 


Host. “I wish YOU WOULD LET ME GIVE YOU SOME OF THIS PORT. IT 18 THE VERY LAST BOTTLE oF my ‘47.” 
I DON’T LIKE IT REALLY; BUT THE FACT 18 I'VE BEEN 60 DREADFULLY TROUBLED 





—- = 





A STARTLING HEADLINE. 


On, Freperick, my FrepericK, a sturdy man is he, 

However many meals he takes they never disagree, 

In any sudden danger his composure he preserves, 

He doesn’t know the meaning of dyspepsia or nerves ; 

But Freperick, my FrReperick, you gave your wife a 
shock 

This very morn at breakfast, which is sharp at eight 
o'clock. 


Now Freperick each day is wont (indeed it is my wish), 

As soon as he has helped himself to sausages or fish, 

To take the daily paper up, which there beside him lies, 

And skim the leading paragraphs with eager, glancing 
eyes. 

Then—if his mouth is not too full—in quite a cheery way 

He reads me little tit-bits from the topics of the day. 


Oh, Frepericx, my Freperick, ‘tis thus your little wife 
Is kept in touch with all the sterner interests of life; 


—~ 








Tis thus she learns of railway strikes, of party feud or 
split, 

And who’s the latest wrestler who has challenged 
HACKENSCHMIDT. 

High politics or football we contentedly discuss 

Until it’s time for you to leave and catch your motor 
bus. 


But to resume—on this eventful morn of which I speak 

My Freperick at table sat with newly shaven cheek ; 

The paper he unfolded and was speedily engrossed, 

It rustled as he propped it up against the rack of toast. 

His manly molars started on their steady, grinding 
task, 

‘“* Oh! is there any news, dear boy? ’’ I ventured then to 
ask. 


There came a Pause, a deathly pause—all mastication 
stopped, 

The knife and fork of Frepertck upon the carpet 
dropped ; 





























446 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Decemper 18, 1907, 








A gasp, a groan—in wild dismay I started from my 
chair. 

‘* Oh, Frepericn, your face is pale and rumpled is your 
hair, 

Your bacon half untasted lies, ah! hear your wifey plead ! 

Is there grave news to tell to me?’’ Said he, *‘ There 
is, indeed! ”’ 


‘Oh, is the Bank rate up, or have Americans gone 
down, 

Have Anarchists been killing off some person of renown, 

Is war declared with Germany, is small-pox on the rage, 

Or are the dainty Sisters Dare retiring from the stage ?’’ 

Cried Freperick, ‘‘ Now learn the awful truth, and do 
not flinch, 

They mean to raise top-hats in height one-sizteenth of 
an inch! 


‘‘ Oh, arbiters of fashion, what a cruel blow to deal! 

The brains of hapless Londoners before the prospect reel. 

One-sixteenth of an inch! Ah no, it cannot, cannot be! 

And only yestere’en two brand-new’ hats came home for 
me |! 

But what avail they now? the dustman’s cart shall be 

' ’* 


their fate |! 
(Por Frepericx is wretched if his clothes are out of date.) 


Thus spake my best belovéd, then with heavy sob and 
moan 

He staggered out into the street, and I was left alone. 

And oh! my fond heart bleeds for him. I know he 
wonders how 

The latest style will suit him when it ’s pressed upon his 


brow. 

Still, cheer up, dearest Freperick, though fashion’s new 
decree 

May make you look a perfect fright, you ‘Il be the same 
to me! 





MY CHRISTMAS DINNER. 
3y SeLectrep CELEBRITIES. 
[With acknowledgments to “ M.A.P.’"] 
I.—By Lieutenant-General Girton Mavis. 

Tue Editor of Punch has asked me to contribute to 
his columns my idea of how gastronomic justice can be 
done to Christmas. The task is not easy, but his word 
is law, and discipline must be maintained at all costs. 
I divide my discourse in two parts—preparation and 
realisation. ‘‘ Christmas comes but once a year,’’ and 
it is therefore only right that we should lay our plans 
accordingly. I would not go so far as to urge, with 
some authorities, complete abstinence from food for 
twenty-four hours previous to the Christmas dinner, but 
I would earnestly impress on my readers the need of a 
frugal diet at breakfast, lunch and afternoon tea on 
the day itself. We should never forget the gelden rule 
that the less you eat the hungrier you are, and the 
hungrier you are the more you eat. Hence I would 
prescribe the following ante-prandial plan of campaign. 
At 8 a.m., only one cup of tea, with two slices of thin 
bread-and-butter. At 9.30 breakfast: Tea (or coffee), 
two cups; fried sole; kidneys and bacon; omelette auz 
fines herbes; two lightly-boiled eggs; six pieces of toast; 
marmalade or strawberry jam; and a melon to wind up 
with. At 11 a.m., I recommend just one cup of turtle 
soup, with two captain’s biscuits. At 1.45, lunch. 
This, again, should be a light meal—fish, cutlets, a 
bird, and a sweet omelette, washed down with a pint 
of Chateau Yquem, and topped up with café noir and 
9 single glass of Créme de Menthe. With afternoon tea 





at 5, nothing should be taken but a few caviare sand- 
wiches. I know that this is asking a great deal of a 
healthy normal Englishman, but sic fortis Etruria crevit. 
If my readers are sufficiently resolute to adopt this 
Spartan programme during the day, they will find that 
at 8.30 they will be able to go “‘Nap’’ at the most 
gargantuan Christmas dinner beneath which g board 
ever groaned. 
Il.—By Dr. C. W. Satvupry. 

Christmas fare, like all other fare, should be carefully 
adjusted to promote that orthobiosis which, as Metcu- 
NIKOFF has clearly proved, should be the aim of all 
enlightened human beings. Acting on this irrefragable 
assumption, I venture to submit the following menu :— 

Hors d’ceuvre a la Japonaise. 

Tortue claire de lune A la Ginnell. 
Paupiettes de filets de Sole & la Humperdinck. 
Parfait de foie gras Strasbourgeoise. 
Noisettes d’Agneau 4 l’Ouragan. Pommes Poushkin. 
Bécassines réties. Salade Paderewski. 
Oranges en surprise. 

Plum Pudding flambé au Geniévre. 

I may add the following simple recipe for the plum 
pudding :— 

Corinth raisins. 
Smyrna raisins. 
Carlsbad plums. 
Malaga raisins. 
orange peel. 
Turkish Delight. 
suet. 

brown sugar. 
lb. of golden syrup. 
lb. of apricot jam. 

The effect of such a pudding on one’s phagocytes is 
little short of miraculous, and, if repeated at judicious 
intervals, cannot fail to affect one’s chances of longevity 
one way or another. 


III.—By Sir J. Bricntron Crown, F.R.S. 

So long as people steer clear of the unutterable 
donkeydom of the food faddists, it doesn’t very much 
matter what they eat for their Christmas dinner. 
Personally, I prefer capercailzie to turkey, and chops to 
roast beef, and I consider mince-pies are only fit for 
people who wear Harris tweeds. 


1V.—By Professor Durr PLumMMER, THE Famous 
Dietetic SPECIALIST. 

I am careful to avoid using the word “ vegetarian,’’ 
because I have an intense dislike of the fads of the 
vegetarian. Personally, like Mr. Punch, I am a Rooti- 
tootarian, and for nearly thirty years have subsisted 
on a Tooti-rooti diet, supplemented with mushrooms, 
jelly-fish, and other hygienic condiments. The Tooti- 
rooti regimen (or Tutti-rutti, as it is spelt in Italy) has 
long been enforced in the Municipal llospital for Con- 
valescent Condottiere at Taormina, of which I am the 
corresponding physician. My Christmas dinner will be 
taken amongst my patients, and I hope to join them in 
a menu something like the following, only, if possible, 
more s0:— 


of 
of 
of 
of 
of 
of 
of 
of 


lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lb. 

lbs. 
lbs. 
lb. 
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Sunlight soup. 
Rubber-cored stew. 

Macaroni hash (with Bonzoline sauce, chipped edel- 
weiss, and basilisk jelly). 

Sirloin of Nut Meat, with Horse-chestnut sauce, 
Pneumatic Plum Pudding. 

Compote of Mirlitons. 
Dittany. Aboriginal Pastry. 

Pemmican (assorted). 
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2 ets ign etm | 
MR. PUNCH’S DESIGNS FOR WOODEN TOYS A LA CARAN D'ACHE. 


No. I.—Some Poxrrictans awp a Daamatist. 
[With apologies—evenly distributed between the sufferers and M. Caran d Ache.) 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Ir has been suggested that it 
would be a graceful compliment to 
the distinguished potentate who was 
recently our guest if our new naval 
base at Rosyth were to be called 
Wilhelmsburgh, especially in view of 
the fact that its object is to look 
after the German Ocean. 

** 
- 

We understand that the Govern- 
ment does not intend to answer the 
sensational naval programme of Ger- 
many with an increase in our own 
armaments. The Government places 
implicit reliance in the ability of 
Mr. Lioyp-GeorGe to readjust any 
disagreement that may arise. 

* * 
* 

A Pittsburg baby has been chris- 
tened RooseveLt Connaucut Epwarp 
Czar Atronso WIL- — --- 
HELM McNavuGurTon, 
and the order of pre- | if 
cedence is said to| | if 
have caused much iy i) Li ti 
gnashing of teeth in| BMH 
several of the Courts | | | 
of Europe. 

* 


7 
The London 
County Council has 
decided not to follow 
the example of the 
Paris Municipal 
Council in erecting 
a pavilion at the 
coming Franco- 
British Exhibition; 
but it may have a 
stall for the sale of 

steamboats. 

** 


* 
The Irish Inde- 
pendent, in chroni- + - 
cling the latest run of The Maure- 
tania, calls attention to the fact that 
‘‘she maintained an average speed 
all through of 23.69 knots.’’ This is 
good reading. Some of our German 
rivals might perhaps by sporadic 
efforts sometimes attain an equally 
high average speed, but to maintain 
the same high average speed all 
through is undoubtedly the real test. 
* 





* 

A rabbit shot at Eastwood, Essex, 
had a pair of horns branching out 
from its eyebrows. The poor little 
creature is supposed to have eaten a 
diabolo spool. 

°° 

A little while ago Mr. Frank 
RicHARDSON announced that he would 
write no more on the subject of 
whiskers. The abandonment of the 
crusade has now led to a deplorable 
result. At a meeting of Vienna 
barbers, The Daily Mail informs us, 


it has been proposed that side 
whiskers shall be generally worn as 
a sign of loyalty to the Emperor 
Franz Joser, who himself affects 
them. 

** 

* 

Mr. Martin Harvey is interesting 
himself in a scheme whereby theatri- 
cal scenery will be transported by 
motor-lorries instead of by rail. This, 
he declares, will save expense and 
preserve the scenery from damage. 
Our experience, however, is that it is 
just the motor traffic which spoils our 
scenery. 

** 
* 

The Town Council of Tunbridge 
Wells has decided to admit motor- 
cars to the local cemetery when they 
form part of a funeral cortége. 
|The concession is much appreciated 
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duced at the Lyceum, will, when he 
is wrecked, rise from the bed of the 
sea in a huge diving-bell electrically 
illuminated. 

+ * 

In a critique on a performance of 
Hanve’s Messiah the Dublin Even- 
ing Telegraph tells us that ‘* Mr. 
MaGratu’s rendering of ‘‘ Why do 
the Nations’’ was a _ performance 
seldom heard and never excelled.’’ 
This is high praise indeed. At the 
same time we feel compelled to men- 
tion that we know a less prominent 
vocalist whose rendering of the same 
song, though never heard at all, has 
not only never been excelled, but has 
never even been equalled. 

* * 
* 
“* PHEASANT Eaoas CuHarceE ”’ 
was the title of a paragraph which 





|appeared in The Daily Chronicle last 
———— week. Eggs at this 
time of year are, 
we know, inclined to 
be rather lively, but 
this action on their 
part surely consti- 
tutes a record. 
+ * 
According to The 
Daily Telegraph there 
is a dentist in Paris 
who has _ arranged 
that ‘‘ while he pulls 
teeth, a phonograph 
sings the Jewel song 
from Faust, or the 
last drawing-room 
ballad.’ The latter 
seems the more 
appropriate. 
** 


* 
As there are some 





THE UP-TO-DATE -WAITS. 
by motorists, who might otherwise be 
inconvenienced when attending the 
funerals of their victims. 

** 


We are indebted to The Scotsman 
for drawing our attention to a daring 
theft, for the perpetrator of which we 
must confess to having a sneaking 
admiration. According to our con- 
temporary the Edinburgh Detective 
Department is now searching for a 
gentleman who ‘‘some days ago, 
without saying anything to his wife 
on the subject, drove to the Waverley 
Station, and left with one of the East 
Coast trains.’’ But it was too bad 
of him not to have told his wife. 


* 

Quite a feature of the stage of to- 
day is the trouble taken, in historical 
plays, to ensure historical accuracy, 
so that we are scarcely surprised to 
hear that Robinson Crusoe, in the 





play of that name which is to be pro- 


persons who still ap- 
—__—— —— —— pear to have doubts 
as to Drnizutu’s disloyalty, we would 
mention that we have it on excellent 
authority that the captive chief de- 
clared last Friday that he did not 
care whether England won the test 
match or not. 





** 
7 


An electrical e weer of Akron, 
Ohio, claims to have invented a 
machine which will enable summer 
flowers to be grown in winter, or vice 
versd, without greenhouses. For the 
vice versd, at any rate, no machine 
is needed in our wonderful climate. 
Rule Britannia! 

o.° 

Mr. Henry Evans, goods manager 
of the Midland Railway Company, is 
dissatisfied with the way his clerks 
dress, and has issued &n order that 
they shall wear bowler hats and 
trousers in future. This seems to be 





a not unreasonable minimum. 
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VAE EVICTIS. 
(Thoughts on the ing of the ate Hill 
ae ——. 
No more may country cousins and 
their children 
(Released from explorstions of the 
fane 
'Erected by the eminently skilled 
WREN) 
Admire the flash of dangled watch 
and chain, 
Or view in ecstasy the weird grimaces 
| Presented when the huckster’s 
| wizard hand 
|Compresses and distends his 
ber faces ”’ 
In goblin scowls, and smiles 
grotesquely bland. 





* rub- 


The bauble - monger’s seasonable 
image 
Was not adored of rustic souls 
alone, 
For Londoners in legions swelled the 
scrimmage 
That struggled on the greasy paving 
stone. 
But vainly has the British Public 
pleaded 
Its ‘‘ safety and corvenience’’ is 
nil ; 
In vain has good Sir Wrtu1am inter- 
ceded, . 
The Christmas fair must cease on 
Ludgate Hill! 


How merry was its noise! The 
hawkers hawking 
Their pretty gauds with rough and 
eerie yells, 
The dismal, shrill, diminuendo 
squawking 
Of dying “‘ poets,’’ pigs, and 
cockerels, 
The five queer, tiny notes of toy 
pianos, 
The clock-work cries of rabbit, dog, 
and cow, 
In most unnaturally harsh sopranos 
+ Made one cacophonously jolly row ! 


On Christmas-Eve the revels grew 
unbounded ' 
Till Banks wuw..ume as puppet- 
shows within, 
And all Blackfriars’ offices resounded 
With this same carnival of festive 
din. 
The inmost shrines of Commerce 
were invaded, 
Her ledgers were explored by pea- 
green frogs, 
Her sacred tomes me yen | paraded 


By regiments of swarthy Golli- 
wogs. 
Though we may follow, when they 
have departed 
To unaccustomed quarters of the 
town, 
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ee sii 
Lawyer (tu bucolic client who has called to settle an account that contains, amongat other 
items, a number of unexpected charges). ‘“‘WuY poy’T YOU COME INSIDE INSTEAD OF STANDING 
THERE IN THE DOORWAY?’ 
Client (warily). “No, THanxee, Mister. I’p eayTaeR wor. I KNOWS WHAT YOU'RE AFTER. 
You’b BE CHARGING ME RENT IF I pip!” 








And keep our kerbstone Santa Claus | they might otherwise have been. Re- 
brave-hearted ligious matters seem to pall terribly 
By liberal disbursement of the} with some dancing enthusiasts after 
‘* brown "’; the social.’’"—Paisley Gazette. 
Yet, when the dark December days 
are dying, 
A sound will break upon the 
twilight still 
Of ghostly voices pitifully cryin 
Poor little spectral toys on Sud. 
gate Hill! 





The following story of the Kaiser 
is now going the round of the clubs: 


“His Majesty showed his knowledge of 
history while admiring a table which had 
belonged to Catherine II. of Russia by pointing 
out the extreme improbability of the story that 
the Peace of Tilset was signed upon it in 
1907.” —Birmingham Post. 





The Limit (continued). 

‘‘ The Bible-class dance is now ap- 
proaching, but in some churches the| A pretty incident, which would 
function is wisely brought off at the seahabty never have appeared in 
end of the session, and the attend-| print had it not been connected with 
ances are accordingly higher than Royalty. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Wuen, recently, Mr. Georce Russe.t received the 
well-deserved honour of being added to the company of 
the Privy Council, a London evening paper, not to be 
outdone in recognition of merit, gave prominence to a 
portrait block labelled ‘‘ The Right Hon. G. W. E. 
Russewu.”"’ Unfortunately some one had blundered. 
The wrong block was used, giving the counterfeit pre- 
sentment of a bearded gentleman with a large mouth, 
more like the late Mr. Krucer than the gifted author 
of the book which bears the quaint title A- Pocketful 
of Sixpences (Grant Ricnarps). Mr. Rvussexu’s innate 
modesty suggests the title. His favourite author, 
writing of one of the characters in Lothair, says 
‘* He was not an intellectual Croesus, but his pockets 
were full of sixpences.’’ Mr. RusseLu’s sixpences vary 
widely in date and stamp. But they are all good, sound 
metal, ringing clear. Successive chapters, seductively 
short, cover a wide range, from mothers in Israel to 
Mazzint, from the Star and Garter to the Clapham 
Sect, from GLApstToNnge to Lord BeaconsFietp. It is the 
pleasant chat of a man who has read most books, and 
has been acquainted with most men and wemen who 
have shone in political or social life during the past 
forty years. Writing about great ladies, Mr. Russe. 
says, ‘‘ If the King saw fit to confer his new Order of 
Merit on Florence Nightingale, he would be honouring 
the Order as well as the recipient.’’ It may be a 
coincidence, anyway it is notable that within a fortnight 
of the publication of this suggestion the Gazette 
announced its adoption. 





It is much too many ages since Mr. Cuartes L. 
Graves delighted the hearts of scholars with his 
Hawarden Horace. His new volume of verse, Humours 
of the Fray (Smitu, Evper), contains, in ‘‘ A Malwood 
Eclogue,’’ a happy reminiscence of those adaptations. For 
the rest, its themes make a broader and more modern 
appeal. Himself an Oxonian, Mr. Graves takes a Cam- 
bridge man for his example: but it is Prarp and not 
CaLVERLEY. In technique he is at once fluent and fas- 
tidious, the transposed epithet being the only licence 
which he allows himself. Perhaps his most distinguishing 
gift is the astounding wealth of his vocabulary. Witness 
that delightful tour de force in pure nonsense entitled 
‘‘Stanzas suggested by a New Symphonic Poem,’’ which, 
to my thinking, disputes the palm, among the lighter 
verses of the volume, with his ‘‘Thoughts on Drink in Time 
of Drought.’” In a busy career the time that Mr. Graves 
can spare from the claims of golf and music he divides 
between the sober diversions of a jester and the irre- 
sponsible frivolities of a serious journalist. This 
double life is reflected in these Humours of the Fray. 
‘* Humours ’’ abound, but the element of ‘‘ the Fray ’’ 
is there too. He knows how to hit, whether he wants to 
plant a genial blow in the wind of the ‘*‘ New Music ’’ 
or a nasty erack on the jaw of the ‘‘ New Journalism.’ 
In both styles his attack is irresistible. 





The Muse in Motley (Bowes, Cambridge) is another 
volume of light verse by a Punch contributor, an Oxford 
man of a younger generation. Since Mr. Harriey 
Carrick made his reputation in the Granta (a suggestive 
desertion) with this deathless couplet, after J. K. 8. :— 

“ When the Ivans cease to Caryll 
And the Rubens Paul no more ”— 


his métier has been the felicitous distortion of familiar 





phrases. He has the rare advantage of knowing both 
Universities, and it is good hearing for us Cantabs when 
an Oxonian tells the sons of his own Alma Mater:— 

“ Though you may boast the Oxford Side, 

You ’ve nothing Jike the Cambridge Backs.” 
But his wit—and it is in wit, perhaps, rather than in 
humour that Mr. Carrick shines—is metropolitan and 
escapes the academic provincialism which is the snare 
of poets in residence. His manners, it is true, are 
scholarly, but his tastes are catholic. And he is an 
honest and painstaking craftsman, one of a school that 
has learned how much devoted labour must go to the 
perfecting of an art which, more than most, demands 
the concealment of its methods. 

It was, I feel sure, a little girl who described NeLson 
as putting the telephone to his blind eye. Boys are | 
generally better up in such technical details. But both | 
girls and boys will find plenty of things which they will | 
be glad to get to know in three books published by 
Henry Frowpe and Hopper and StrovGuton. They 
are The Romance of the King’s Navy, by Epwarp 
Fraser; The Romance of the King’s Army, by A. B. 
Tucker; and The Romance of Every Day by Lian 
QuitteR-Coucu. The scheme pretty well covers the 
field of romance in its relation to heroism, and the 
workmanship is of the best of its kind. There is none 
of that speechifying which is too apt to defeat its own 
ends. The books contain just a collection of straight- 
forward records, with obvious though unspecified morals. 
My congratulations to the authors and to Messrs. H. F. 
and H. and 8. By the way, why don’t they call them- 
selves Stopper and FrowrTow, or, since they are directed 


by a “Joint Committee’’ (which sounds rather 
gastronomical), simply Fopper and Strout? It would 


be so much easier. 





Under the title Never (Pirman) Watter EMANUEL 
throws out some very useful hints on ‘‘ Manners for the 
Multitude,’’ and Jonn Hassatu drives them home with 
his clever thumb-nail. The ordinary books of etiquette 
are here supplemented by instruction on the avoidance 
of solecisms in comparatively exceptional circumstances. 
Thus we are told how to behave when we drop our 
opera-glasses upon the head of an old gentleman in the 
stalls, or when a sporting host gets in our line of fire 
and we shoot him dead. In the latter contingency we 
should “‘ always be the first to say ‘My fault.’”’ I 
suggest that, as a corrective for our cracker-mottoes, 
whose humour has never been of the subtlest, this little 
volume should be handed round with the dessert at 
every Christmas-dinner in the land. 





From the lower slopes of Literature and Art, where 
the climate is very genial at this time of year, come 
seasonable gifts to fill the swelling hose of Mr. Punch— 
crackers from Mr. Tom Smita and Messrs. Ca.ey, 
calendars from Messrs. RapHaEL Tuck and Messrs. 
Marcus Warp, and diaries from Messrs. Joun WALKER, 
Messrs. De LA Rue, and Messrs. T. J. and J. Smirn. 
Mr. Punch’s bewildered acknowledgments to all these 
Santa Clauses. 





We understand that the Duke of Arcytu, President 
of the Committee administering the affairs of the 
forthcoming Franco-British Exhibition, is anxious to 
add a Salmon leap to the athletic competitions which 
will form a principal attraction of the Show. There are 
obvious difficulties in the way, but hope for success is 





not abandoned. 
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